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No more tears 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by a chapter in Scott lan's autobiography. 


For those who aren't familiar with Metallica's history: the conversation that inspired this story took place a 
few weeks before Cliff Burton died in a bus accident during their European tour. 


"You gotta be kidding me!" 


Scott lan wasn't even sure if he heard right. His eyes widened in disbelief and he shook his head as if he 
expected to wake up from a dream any minute. 


"No kidding, we're gonna tell Lars as soon as the tour is over. And you're not gonna tell him a word 


beforehand, got it?" 


James wasn't sober, as usual, but he looked at Scott in a manner that made it perfectly clear what would 


happen if he broke his promise. And Scott knew James well enough by now to know that it was dangerous to 


mess with him. 
"Of course not, but mon.. it feels weird. | thought you and him - you two ARE Metallica 


Scott had to admit that he felt flattered somehow that James disclosed such a tough decision to him and he 
wondered if it was just the alcohol talking or if perhaps James needed to pour his heart out to a neutral 


person. 


| don't give a fuck about the name, we don't need the fucking name! So if he owns the legal rights to the 
name, than he can stick it up his tiny ass! God, I've had it up to here by now! There's been so much shit going 
on business-wise that he secretly did behind our backs, and he acts like a fucking dictator all the time. Well, 
you know him. I'm so sick and tired of that! And we're gonna be better off with any middle-class drummer in 


the world anyway.” 


Scott chuckled and shrugged his shoulders. He admired James for his staggering stage presence, but he also 
suspected that there probably was a very vulnerable person behind all these layers of machismo. Right now 
though, he felt it was the best not to dig too deep and just assure James of his support. 


"Dude, if you think you're better off without him, then it's your decision. And you can be certain that I'll keep 
my mouth shut. But keep me out of the line of fire, man" 


With that, Scott left James’ room, still looking confused and doubtful. 


James took another big sip of Vodka straight from the bottle, leaned back on his bed and closed his eyes, 
failing at keeping his mind from racing. From thinking about all the things he hadn't told Scott. The things he 
hadn't even told Cliff and Kirk when he tried to convince them to fire Lars. Or rather tell Lars that the three 
of them were quitting Metallica. 


Because in reality, it wasn't Lars bossy behaviour. Or his dubious business tricks. Or his mediocre drumming 


skills. 


The reason was that Lars had broken James' heart. Again. And James simply couldn't take it anymore. It hurt 
too bad. He couldn't give Lars another chance this time. 


Not if he came crawling to him on his knees again like he did that night in New York three years ago, when he 
swore with his face covered with tears it had been a huge mistake and it would never happen again. When he 
told James that he was his love of a lifetime. That he had been drunk and didn't know what he was doing. And 


James believed him and forgave him, because he thought that Lars was his love of a lifetime, too. 


A few days later they fired Mustaine and made a new start. James was convinced that all problems were 


solved as soon as the homewrecker was out of sight. 


But he was proven wrong a few weeks ago. It was like the repeat of a movie. And in his head the entire movie 


was playing in slow motion over and over again. Every time he closed his eyes, the blurry scenes kept coming 


back. 


Like the scene where he returned home earlier than expected. When he opened the door and saw two T-shirts, 
a pair of jeans and a pair of sports shorts scattered all over the hallway. When he realized that the noises 
weren't coming from the TV. When he peaked through Lars’ half open bedroom door and saw two intertwined 
naked bodies sweating and writhing. When Lars hooded eyes suddenly met his and he saw them fill with panic 
within the fraction of a second. And then that other head with those fiery red curls turned around and gave 
him that condescending, victorious grin. It felt like a punch into his gut. He turned on his heel and ran out the 
door, trying not to hear Lars screaming his name. All he wanted was to get away and ban those pictures from 
his mind. 


The worst thing was that he had to keep his rage, his disappointment and his pain to himself. He couldn't beat 
Dave to a pulp the way he wanted to. He couldn't take his anger out on Lars the way he wanted to. Not if he 
wanted to keep his one and only true love: music. He didn't want to go to jail, and he didn't want to put his band 
on stake. Cliff and Kirk had become close to him like brothers, and he didn't want to risk losing them if they 
found out what had been going on between him and Lars. Even if he was pretty sure that they wouldn't have 
a problem with it. But the music was all that still mattered now, all that he had left. The only thing that could 
never betray him. The only thing that gave him shelter. 


So he made up all kinds of stories that he told Cliff and Kirk to discredit Lars, until they agreed that they 
were going to part ways with him after the tour. Meanwhile he tried to numb the pain with any kind of alcohol 
he could get hold of and tried to deal with Lars in the most neutral way possible. He avoided any opportunity 
to be alone with him so there wasn't a chance to talk it over. 


A few weeks from now, Lars and Metallica were supposed to be history for James, Cliff and Kirk And James 


couldn't think of a single reason in the world that could make him change his mind. 


